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INING OF ELIZABETH FOTHERGILL
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By U.

L. SILBERRAD

I.—THE WINNING.
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Did the cards frown ou

his opponent played recklessly,

a shave; did the cards

'n the swarthy man played with

and won again. - And if Gifford,
| by some trick, courted thé favor that
cemed otherwise denied him, still the

to it, though he never
the play.

e out on the gamester's
desperately, plunging

he other won: he play-
falsity so keen a player

should e observed, but never a worf
lid his opponent say, only he forestalled
him, and won again.

Gifford shifted the candles with hands
that twitched so that the flame went all
»slant, and the grease ran down. “You
to deal,” he muttered, and the youth

g on, thought-he said ‘““Curse you;"”’
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, then slow for can-
again for wrath. An
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, a mutter of rage; but
same, the swarthy man

set

“{ won and won, till it seemed the devil

himself must guide his play.

“Curse you!” "Gifford cried at last;
“I thought it was a man I asked to
pl not 2 hound from hell!” and he
flung the last coins across the table.
The other picked them up. “From
that I take it you have no more *0
Eeaire
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about sharply. *“Do
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me that you played so4
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sther hand, that Frank |
part, was shy and diffi-

game, and the stakes at the end were|
high—too high for a man who plays to |
win."” |

The silly youth laughed here, but th»i
farmer kept grave; he knew they were

near the edge of things. Gifford sat
down in his chair again. “Put that
back he commanded, pointing to the
money that the other was beginning 1o
sort. *“‘Put it all back, and. by the
power of God! we will play one game
more. A worthy game it shall be. We

will have no paltry ones and twos; the
winner takes all. You shall put all
you've won upon it, and I will put Eliz-
abeth Fothergill, her house, and dower.”

The swarthy man went on dividing the
moneys. “I do not know that I Rkave
any use for Elizabeth Fothergill, her
house and dower,”” he said.

The landlord had twice come to them
ag they sat over their cards, and twice

he had been sent about his business
The last time he had gone no farther

thdn the stove, where he had sat down,
fearful lest some quarrel should ar

Now he rose hastily. “Sirs, sirs,” said
he. “‘Surely this has gone far enough!”

But the youth cried out that he was
a spoil-sport, and Gifford, after he had,
with an oalh, bade him hold his tongue,
turned back to his opponent.

“You are not a married man?” he
asked. ‘“Well, then, know that the
man who weds Elizabeth Fothergili has
but to hang his hat behind the door and
do nothing for the rest of his life. She
is a decent figure of & woman, too, and
almost as much bound to me by her ¢
father as if the wedding ring were al-
ready on. She is mine to dispose -
and, by heaven! I'll put her upen the
game!"”

“Dear sirs!’
treated.

But Gifford disregarded him. “I will
set her in writing,”” he sneered, “‘and
put her on the table, since it seems you
know so little of hanesty.”

“I know so much of dishonesty,” the
other answered, ‘“that I would sooner
have it so.”

Gifford called for pen and paper and
the landlord fetched them. Then the
document was drawn up and witnessed
by mine host protesting, and the youth
eagerly, the farmer insisting on adding

the landlerd again en-

his scrawl too. Then it was put on
the table, the candles snuffed afresh,

and the cards dealt.

From the very first it was plain t
the farmer, who had watched the play
so long, that the swarthy man would
win again. Fortune had not favored him
particularly in the disposal of the cards,
nevertheless the watcher felt sure Gif-
ford would not keep Elizabeth Fotner-
gill and the rules of fair play likewise.
So, since he doubted his readiness to
lose the one, he set himself to see that
he kept the other; for, though but a
yveoman, he loved fair play, and meant
to see it. The youth pressed eagerly to
the table ioo; the " landlord also ho-
vered near, but that from fear of some
mischief done, not from any interest in
the affair. So they three looked on
while the pair played the longest game
that ¥ had been. It was slow, for
the swarthy man did not win easily
with one as it is likely he could
Rather point by point, each time bet-
ting Gifford a little, till, from exulta-
tion and confidence in his victory, the

et

coup,

ing as of a

just beyond his reach. His face grew
livid, with ugly splotches of color upon
it; his hand shook, and once he muttered
a curse, and once he muttered that the
devil was in it.

“Ay,” the stout farmer made answer,

“your play smacks of him, master;
there's more than a flavor of the Father
of Lies in it.”

Gifford turned furiously wupon him.
“Do you speak to me, clodhopper?’” he
cried. “By the body of God! I'll teach
you!”

He lunged forward as he spoke; but
the landlord, fearing an affray, inter-
cepted him, and entreated him to be
calm.

“Play the game out,’
““Slit his throat afterward,
play the game out first!"’
Gifford’s sleeve.

the youth cried.
man, but
and he pulled

Mine host took the farmer by the arm
the same minute, and, leading him
a step away, began sayving something in
his ear. Gifford glared after him, then
at his opponent, who =sat composedly
waiting, his two last cards in his hand.
“Deal with him afterward.” the youth
at his elbow urged:; 'tis a shame to
spoil so fine a game for a fool.”
Gifford sat down again, and the game
which was to Elizabeth Fother-
gill's husband was played out, the far-
mer, held in reluctant converse by mine
host, missing the last of the play. But
before the end he raised his voice above

at

decide

the landlord’s conciliatory tongue. “By
the Lord! he played false—he played
false with the king—I'l] swear it!"”

“And 1,” the swarthy man said, as he
laid down his last “But it is of
no consequence, since it has not helped
him to keep his money or his
lady—whish both, honorable sir"”—and
he bowed to Gifford as he took up the
trick,—"it seems, are mine by the for-
tune of play

After that there was something of an
uproar.

card.

either

II-THE WAITING.

News travels fast without the aid of
posts; it was not so late on the morrow
that Elizabeth Fethergill heard of the
doings at the Fox and Crapes. The tale
came to her in scraps, making together

a pretiy piece of news; her name, it
seemed by this been bandied about
in a pot-house brawl, her fair fame
staked on the throw of the dice, and

herself, her hand and dower lost by Will
Gifford to a man unknown. So ran the
tale; but how much truth it had she

could not

be sure, so she sent Nan, the
nurse, fi

find out

It was late in the day when Nan came
back to her fosterling’s farm; it was
two miles to the town, and she was old,
and so had heen bound to stay and rest
with her gossip before she set out hone

to

again. Now, however, as twilight fell
she came hurrying back. Elizabeth sat
in the kitchen, where the firelight
danced and the shadows of hams znd
herbs and onion-strings leoked like old

men that bobbed on the ceiling beam. A
door stood open at the farther end;
through it one cruld see the dairymaids
still hard at work, though/noi too busy
to their heads together now and
then as they peeped at the figure that
sat proud and rtraight by the fire. By-

nod

weary way and the roads are bad!"
Then as if to spite them the door was
shut between and they heard no more.

Nan had plumped herself down in the
elbow-chair—‘Oh, my poor dearie!” she
sajd, “‘it’'s a sad, sad worid!”

“Then the tale is true?”
asked.

The old nurse ncdded her head. “In
part,” she said, then she broke out into
“0Oh, the good-for-noth-

Elizabeth

exclamations.

ing man! The heathen, heartless |
knave!"” and so forth.

Elizabeth gave but little heed; at
least, however, she asked, “Who is the
man?”’

But that was more than Nan
say. “And Thomas of the Long Farm
could not teli either,” said she, “‘though
he was there and saw the whole. H
says the fellow was of ro condition, but
a master with the cards and wondrous
strong in the arm, as was shown when
they came to settle things after.”

Elizabeth's eyes glittered as she
looked at the fire. ‘“‘So they fought for
me in their cups as well as played for

my farm.”’ she sald.

The old woman shook her head
drearily. “It's a rare bad world,” sigh-
ed she.

But she had picked up more gossif
from Thomas, who had been witness last
night, and it was not likely she could
keep it all to herself. ‘“The stranger
man was of a gypsy sort, Thomas
thought, hut he was ofi betimes in the
morning, and Thomas did not know
which way he went. He was black to

look at, and strange in his ways, drink- |

ing but water and playing some for-
tune-teller’'s game by himself with
heathenish cards of his own providing.”
She paused: but this account of her hus-

band that was to be brought forth no |

remark from Elizabeth; so after a little
the old woman fell to shaking her head
again. “It's a bad business,” said she,
with sorrowful relish, “and a bad hus-
band you'll have, too, I fear me. He's
a spendthrift, that's clear; though he
won a deal from Will Gifford he gave

the most part to a young gentleman in |

the hotse that same night—there’'s for
Lightly come, lightly go—'tis al-
wavs so0.”

“Why did he do it?"" Elizabeth asked.

you!

“Will had earlier wen it from the
young gentleman,”” Nan told her.

“Thomas said the play was not fair. I
know naught of such pothers, but Thom-
as was clean against your man for giv-
ing the money; he says what’s the world
comin’ to if we are to ask how folks get
the money we earn? If we earn it fair
it's all we've got to do—and enough, too,
for most. I fear, dearie, your man's but
a fool.”

“And Will, it is clear, was a knave,”
so Elizabeth answered. Then, after a
mnment, she said, ‘‘See now, all the
countryside will be talking of this; let
them talk, and set them right on noth-
ing! 1 doubt not we shall have the win-
ner here soon enough. Till then—ay,
and afterward—we will tell our neigh-
bors nothing.”

Nan agreed, though it did not please
her over well. except that at that rheu-

matic geason of the year it
was not so easy to get about.
Soon after the old woman tod-

eonld |

» | did not c e. The gir

ling. The wmner would be here scon
}P::lvugh; rnd she—his winnings—would

| receive him. She did not thinl& to re-
| pudiate the bargain—indeed, were he a
| man of will she knew it were well-nigh
i:m;mssibh’- for her to do it, though the
| law might give her power; but she could
make him think twice before he tock
the bargain over. She smiled grimly as
she thc ht of ithe man of no condijtion
4 come gaily to take over Will

i who wor
Giflord’s contract—to hang his hat be-
hind the door, wed his chattel bride, and
master the farm. Let him do it if he
let him come today if he chose.
Doubtless would come today, tomor-

would,

| rew at e latest.
{ But he did not. That day passed, and
| the next, and the man of no condition

talked

{ among th lves, wondering if,
| indeed, the e could be true,
i since nothing had come of: - It.

{ Elizabeth said nothing, but looked more

severely to the ways of her household,
ik(’-r-;‘fn;z the chattering maids well oc-
| cu vied, but in her heart there was black

She had been angry when shas

| thought of the man who had won her at

even worth coming to view.
She was in th tate of mind' when on
Sunday came Tcbiah the Dissenter to
the farm. Elizabeth in the pride of her
heart and her desire to show the con-
gregation she was ashamed of nothing,
| had walked to the meeting-room in the
| town: Tobiah, seeing her there, had
thought fit to say he would dine at her
house that day. She couid not refuse tha
honor; indeed she had no wish to, and
| the good man walked home with her.
Tobiah had not thus invited himself be-
cause he had a great appreciation of her
person cr her dinner, though the one
was more than tolerable and the other
likely to equal it. The reason was a de-
sire to find out the truth of the rumors
he had heard; for Elizabeth, though sha
did not always attend meeting, was a
member of the flock, and, being young
denrived of both parents, Tobiah
perceived plainly that it was his duty to
see into this matter of hers. Accord-
ingly he walked home with her and ask-
the truth of the tale. She, after a
moment’s consideraticn, told him wkat
she knew.

The good man was very wroth; thne
sin of gaming was great in his eyes, and
money, lands, and gear won at cards he
held to be no better than stolen. *‘This
man has no power over you whatsoever,”
said he; “he has no better right to your
body, soul, or land than I. When Fke
comes here, thinking to take possession,
send to me and I will come and speak
with him; it is a matter in wh'ch the
spirit is likely to give me forcible ut-
terance.””

Elizabeth seemed to agree, but did not
give any promise; she privately theught
it was a matter in which he own spirt
would be able to give her utterance
without help from Tobiah. The Dissen-
ter was not entirely deceived by her
manner, and for that reason, and in czse
she should forget to send for him,
determined to come that way aga.i%n whea

i play’ coming gaily post-haste to take
i possession, without pause for decorum
I(,.— by vour leave. ut she was more
[nngr} still when she thought of him
;mrr}'inz_ as if the bargzain were not
|

i

s

and

ed

»
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poor wretch came gradually to a feel- (and-by In came Nan, still cloaked and|dled away, and for a moment Eliza- | the weather was fair.
net cast about him—an es- | bonneted. ‘“‘Oh, dear!” and *“Oh, bless |beth stocd alone, looking into the fire,
cape which seemed possible, but was|me!"™ lairymaids heard, and “It's a | her mouth shut hard and her eyes shin- (To Be Continued Next Sunday.)
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a misery afterward, but ‘ time. And then it was that Joseph PELI
ter. | ki a fluttering heart knocked out |
wistful eves, Mr. Pit- | » ashes from his pipe, put the pipe in |
things. He saw that the | pocket, and went into “Pitkin’s” |
scious only that she!with a stealthy step. :
and of no account—| He ted five minutes, and then he |

t away from her any | 2z the hall, and opened the door
imng man cared for her; | of le room at the end. Deborah

Rendle t making up accounts at a

little ta Frank Dornton was looking

—this quaint little man stretched out his
hands toward them with a great hunger

in his eyes—‘'‘this kind of thing never
happened to me; scmetimes I wish it
had. Now, if you and the lad here have
a theought that you'd like——quite apart
| from Mrs. P.— to set up together in a
small way, and {f a matter of £50 would
be of any use——"'

Deborah Rendle had closed the books
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g anything to the girl | at her, as though making up his mind |in a great hurry and was bending her
ling at the idea of|to say something. Mr. Pitkin thrust |face over them. Frank Dornton had Mr.
scheme of his—yet de- | that “blown-about’” hair of h Pi th rm and was forcibly tak-
ut it in operation. { more, and smiled, and addres ;ine:' him out of the room. Outside, in the
ce of Mrs. Pitkin on ihn; s | hall, he first vigorously shook hands
r formidable sister gave him | “When I married Mrs. P.,”” was his | with him and then asked him what the
Rules were relaxed at!first s ising remark, “Mrs. P. gu\u;‘ meant by it. And Mr. Pitkin
that time: Mr. Joseph Pit- | me no to reflect; I had a chance remembering him-
up and down the street, | to do tl afterward. In confidence, 1| it was a hard world. There
pe in comfort, the while | might a E that Mrs. P. rushed i were rs and mutterings and an-
ut his young friends. And It I bhad reflected”—he | other then Mr. Pitkin
toward him, was Frank | si shook his head lemnly— | to » kitehen (his usual placze
another story. Now, my for the sake of peace), and
at the door until the you ad time enough to refiect; | rnton went slowly back to the
n should return; then | 2nd it seems to me—" Illt'lu rocm ane the door.
for his aunt. Deborah looked up suddenly from r'.ww% Deborah Re y with-the
a day or two,” said | @' rnal « unts and caught her breath; ;lml:ks‘; on the contrary, the tired head
{ the bhoy ace of Frank Dornton flush- | was down cn her hands, and she did not
miss her, sir,”’ ventured | and he looked at Mr. Pitkin. iknmv that Frank had come in. When
! “I—I don’'t understan began Frar j:hw muttered exclamation on his part
e—quieter,” said Mr. Pitkin, Y f course, you don’t understand,” [ called her to herself, she sprang up,
And then he added, with a Pitkin, with a new note in his | with a white drew back from
i e tithe SRt ». “You understand that there | him
‘I h is insi yvou'll be such a thing as waiting too long; | “I'm dre Miss Rendle,’
the e room at the end of  walilng, in fact, until the brightness has :h-- said; a twinkle in his|
gone out of yung eyes and the softness | eves. *T had no right to|
surprising how soon you | and tender s out of young voices; |tulk like
g a hall if you are in a hur- | waiting till the might-have-been is all “Oh, it isn’t fair to call him names,"”
Darnton did it in record! there is left to sigh over. My virnr,»"l,s.;.iai Deborah, gently. ‘Let us—let us
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The poet w sat upon the sh Atd, with a book in hed the n
And hed the long green combers the Amid those branches do a id can-« ?
‘ c wiftly in and break upon the lea.” That would have been worth writing |
| The omething that would interest me more But, when the bird and man were each in place; |
{ Now, if he'd sat upon the raging sea To write it up seems almos Saprace: t
‘ And e great big combers of dry land !
| C plashing o'er the water near at hand, Again: *“I held a brimming gl¢ |
| T would have been worth while, it seems to me, I drank its sparkling burden at - |
But writing of a thing so commonplace My soul was lifted even while I quaffed H
Is such a wicked waste of ink and space. Some more rank twaddle of that same old brand, |

Now, had he hel

1 the liquor in

is hand,

|
He writes: ‘I sat beneath a tree, And quaffed the gle -there were a story, sure; ‘
o And, with a book in hand, I watched a tirg no pl could that poet cure I
from bough to bough, his song [ " tumbler in his H ‘
that wretched droocl zbout 1} poor fool would |
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forget all about it; or at least remem-
ber it only—only as a joke.”

“Well, you see, that's the difficulty;
I'm afraid we can’t forget all about it.”

“Mr. Dornton!”’

“I'm dreadfully sorry, Miss Rendle;
bue it’s just a question of whether we
shall be brutal—and selfish—and . all
tkat kind of thing—or whether we shall
study the feelings of other people.”
“Please explaln,". said the girl, in a

faint voice.
“Thank you; I wili. You see, poor old
Pitkin is one of the nicest fellows

breathing, althcugh I'm afraid he does
have a bad time of it. Now, it happens
that—it just shows what funny mis-
takes doesn’t it—having

people make, £
seen us together once or twice, cld Pit—
we always call him Pit for short, be-

cause there isn’t much of him, you see
—old Pit has set his heart on—well—on
getting us married.”

“But, Mr. Dorpton, how perfectly ab-
surd!”’

“Mad, I eall it. But people do get
such bees in their bonnets. However
it seems that poor ol!¥ Pit has act
'een scraping money together in order
tc—to give us a start, as he calls it."”’

The girl made a movement
him, then stopped.

““But don’t you see, Mr. Dornton, what

r

a terrible position you place me—I mean
ha places us—in?”

“Perfectly horrible,”” sa
earnestly; and tried to keep his
still.

““Because, of course, such a thing—

such an idea—never entered our minds.™

“How could it? But then, you see
tkat’s not the difficulty. Poor old Pit
deesn’'t have much pleasure in his life;
Mrs. Pitkin—my esteemed aunt, ¥o

know—isn't too kind to him. I'm afraid.”
“But what has that to do with it, Mr.
Dornton?"” asked Deborah
“Everything. The poor old chap h
been up for it—looking forv
it; and now, in a moment, we
ground from under his feet,
show him that it’s all a blunder.
than that, he’
“I don’
Tiornten. You
mind in regard to the mistake.’
Frank sheok head, 1 must decli
Miss, Rendle, to break the heart of any
confiding man in that callous fashien.
feel that it would be impossible for me
in the kitchen

saving

cut
and
More
afraid he’s offended us.’
quite see what we can do, Mr

s

can cnly disabuse his

N

to go to poor old Pit

and say to him, ‘Look here, you old blun- |

derer, it's all wrong, and you've been
scraping up your £50 for 1 ing.” No
Miss Rendle, I can’t do it.”

‘““But, Mr. Dornton, you must; there's

no other way.”

1y |

toward

as|

I
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! “Well—there is another way,” said

Frank slowly, without lcoking at her,
“We can adopt a sort of pious fraud;
| pretend that what he thinks is true.

Don’t shake your head; it's enly for five
minutes, and you send poor cld Pit away
happy. Of course'’—he smiled whimsi-
cally—“there are a2 hundred ways out of
it afterward. You can jilt me, or I can
jilt vou; or you can find something out
about my past that you don’t like; or
you may cbject, in daylight, to the col-
or of my bhair. Ch 'l be quite easy, I

assure ¥

is to please

And you mean to do all t
Mr. Pitkin?”
“*Absclutely

1

poor cld Pit

;‘ replied Frank,
{ . Mr. Pitkir has been a good
| friend to me—abcout the best friend T've

i ever had,”
if you really tt

id the girl, scftly. “And,

1

E Frank Dornton waited for nothing
| more. He hurried out of e room and
ipr(-szmly re ed with Mr. Pitkin, hav-

ng subjected that gentleman to some

g i the of sundry

ribs on his

hrough tt Very demurely

and quietly he informed delighted
| little man that they had been under a
sapprehens in regard to what he

that they would be glad of

in a temporary

wished the mat-
esent.

a wonder-

te say that

| had meant;

(wh

“You see, Deborah™

{ ful thing it

be ab

was to le
name alcud for the first time!) “De-
I have really been in love
o r—QOh, practically sinze
t ven't we, Deborah?"”
r vite a long time,” sald
| Deborah, a faint voice; and it was a

| rather nice thing, after all, to feel that

} strong arm. about her, and to have her
| head so close to his shoulder.

When, little later, Frank Dornton
| walked o] kitchen - of i

i Priv
ting alone,
{ They sh

ate Hote nd found Mr.

he smiling

I

1S

hands

en't got it.”
Mr. Pitkin has never told the story teo
! Mrs. P., although that lady often won-
| ders how it was that her nephew be-
-ame so suddenly engaged to Deborsh
Rendle, and what he possibly could bave
| in her to ; her, Mr. Pitkin
i out sometimes at night; he likes

| to C.m!".h‘m;‘;late their happiness, and t¢
| teel that he is quite directly responsiblg
i for it.—Black and White




